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Wake Up Call 


Author's Notes: 
A fic before the year ends! hopefully i'll write even more in 201b.. but for now this'll have to do. enjoy! 


It was rare that Frost woke up before Satyr, only because the former slept like a cat. Satyr was often up and 
at it whereas Frost would still be tightly wound up in bed in an almost comatose state. So for the drummer to 
be up so early must mean something's up. 

Looking around and rubbing the sleepiness out of his eyes, Frost turned to face Satyr. He looked very peaceful 
in sleep, eyebrows relaxed and mouth slightly open. Normally he looked so stern 

Frost inched himself closer to the vocalist, putting his arm around his waist. Satyr was very warm, and it felt 


good to be so close to him. Frost placed his head in the crook of Satyr's neck and sighed softly. 


He was.. a little bored. Normally Satyr would be up by now, icy transparent eyes staring into his hazel eyes 
followed by a smile and a good morning. Satyr must have seriously worked himself over yesterday to be 
sleeping this late. 

As much as Frost didn't want to interrupt his sleep, he also didn't want to risk the vocalist sleeping in too late. 
They had some people coming in today to help mix the new album. If Satyr were drowsy during it he wouldn't 


be as attentive. 
So, Frost made himself a little bit of a devious idea 


Slowly Frost planted a feather light kiss on Satyr's neck. He placed another, then another, then moved up to his 
jawline. Satyr shifted a little and Frost waited until he stopped to go again. This time he kissed his cheek, then 
moved back down to his neck and collarbone. Frost inched himself under the covers, pulled the shirt Satyr was 
wearing up to expose his well toned chest and abs. Frost kissed him there, moving gradually to his waist. 
Carefully he pulled at the waistband of Satyr's pants with his fingers, shifting them down his slender hips. He 
did not want Satyr to wake up right now; itd ruin the surprise. 


With all this slow preparation, Frost could feel himself getting hard. He pulled the pants down lower, exposing 
Satyr's boxers, then slowly slid them off his legs entirely. The vocalist shifted multiple times during it, but 
luckily never turned on his stomach. Finally, Frost pulled at the waistband of Satyr's boxers and slowly slid 
them off, placing them to the side. Now that the hard part was done, he sighed quietly in relief. At this point 


Satyr wouldn't wake up even if the bed were on fire. 


Frost placed more kisses along Satyr's hips as his hand slowly pumped along his cock. Above him he could hear 
Satyr's inhales get longer than normal; that meant he could feel it. Hell, maybe he as even dreaming about it in 
time with Frost's movements. With every movement of his hand, Satyr's cock got harder until it was standing 

up. Frost smiled, proceeding to run his tongue up from the base to the head. Above him he could hear Satyr's 
breath hitch. It was still surprising how the man hadn't woken up yet but was still feeling everything. 


Frost ran his tongue along the head, taking it into his mouth. His tongue ran along the slit and then he began to 
inch his way down. Satyr's dick was perfect, just like he was, and Frost loved to worship it just as he 
worshipped Satyr. He took in as much as he could handle and began to slowly bob his head. He could feel Satyr 


begin to shift more, small whines escaping him. It made Frost giggle. 


Unbeknownst to Frost, Satyr was slowly waking up. The drummer's expertise in giving head was enough to wake 
anybody, and the fact that he was going agonizingly slow had taken Satyr out of his slumber. His eyes slowly 
opened and he glanced down, seeing Frost under the covers moving his head up and down. Every so often he'd 
lift his head up and run his tongue along the shaft while his thumb toyed with the head, already wet with the 
drummer's saliva and Satyr's precum. He kept quiet and closed his eyes, letting shuddery breaths escape him, 
but couldn't help his voice breaking through. 


"F-Faen." The vocalist muttered as low as he could. "Kjetil." 


Frost let out a small whine at hearing Satyr say his name, taking his cock back into his mouth and moving with 
purpose. He slowly snaked his own hand to his neglected erection and shuddered. As much as he'd like to be 
getting off while doing this he knew he could wait. 


Feeling the drummer's hot, wet mouth enveloping him again made it harder for Satyr to not get as loud as he 
wanted, but shit it just felt too good. He let out another shuddery breath mixed with a low moan and tried to 


contain himself as he felt a surge of heat come over him. He was definitely about to cum. 


"K-Kjetil. mm, fuck, Kjetil!" 

Frost could feel Satyr's cock twitch on his tongue, followed by a sudden jolt and the vocalist moan his name. 
Shortly after that Satyr came hard, shudders racking his body. Frost stayed still and swallowed, then moved 
out from under the covers and laid next to Satyr. 

"I woke you up, huh?" 

‘Of course." Satyr's voice was raspy, but he was happy. "That's certainly one way to get me up, you know." 
"Should | do it more often?" 

"I'd like that" Satyr turned over and kissed Frost's cheek. His ice blue eyes glanced down and noticed that Frost 
was, understandably, still hard. He moved to kiss the drummer's neck and put his hands in his pants, grabbing 
the neglected erection and stroking it slowly. Frost let out a soft moan and moved his hips until he was nearly 
fucking himself in Satyr's hand. 


"Mmh, Sigurd.. you didn't have to." The drummer said, his breath becoming shallow. 


"Couldn't leave you hanging, though, could |?" Satyr's voice was low in Frost's ear. He knew that'd drive him 


crazy for sure. "Cum for me, Kjetil." 


Frost's voice got higher the closer he came to his orgasm until he let out a choked moan, releasing on his 


stomach and Satyr's hand. Satyr brought his hand up and Frost grabbed it, licking it clean. 


"God.. that's one way to start a morning, isn't it?" 


